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Even upon these, when breaks the extreme blow
And all the world cries woe, When heaven reluctant rains long-suffering fire
On these and their desire, When his wind shakes them and his waters whelm
Who rent thy robe and realm, When they that poured thy dear blood forth as wine
Pour forth their own for thine, On these, on these have mercy : not in hate,
But full of sacred fate, Strong from the shrine and splendid from the god,
Smite, with no second rod. Because they spared not, do thou rather spare :
Be not one thing they were. Let not one tongue of theirs who hate thee say
That thou wast even as they. Because their hands were bloody, be thine white;
Show light where they shed night: Because they are foul, be thou the rather pure;
Because they are feeble, endure; Because they had no pity, have thou pity.
And thou, 0 supreme city, O priestless Rome that shalt be, take in trust
Their names, their deeds, their dust, Who held life less than thou wert; be the least
To thee indeed a priest, Priest and burnt-offering and blood-sacrifice
Given without prayer or price, A holier immolation than men wist,
A costlier eucharist3